coherent                . . * Horace never could say any-

thing  clearly  from  a  distance^9   She  mused

down the street with Its tunnel of oaks anci elins^
which sunlight fell in spaced tiger bars. **Do
you suppose he could have adopted a war-orphan?"

"War-orphan," Miss Jenny repeated, "More likely
it*s          war-orphan^ mamma."

Simon appeared at the corner of the houses wiping
his mouth on the back of his hanc^ and crossed the
lawn with shuffling celerity. His cigar was not visible.

"No," the other said quickly, with grave concern.
"You don^t believe he would have done that? No, no,
he wouldn't have; Horace wouldn?t have done that* He
never does anything1 without telling me about It first.
He would have written; I know he would. You really
donft think that sounds like Horace^ do you? A thing
like that?"

"Hmph," Miss Jenny said through her high-bridged
Norman nose, "An Innocent like Horace straying* with
that trusting air of his among all those man-starved
European women? He wouldn't know it himself, until
It was too late; especially In a foreign language. 1 bet
In every town he was in over seven days9 his landlady
or somebody was keeping his supper on the stove when
he was late, or holding out sugar on the other men to
sweeten his coffee with. Some men are born to always
have a woman making a doormat of herself for him^
just as some men are born cuckolded* . . * How old
are you?"

"I'm still twenty-six, Miss Jenny,'* the younger
woman replied equably. Simon unhitched the horses
and he stood now beside the carriage In his Miss Jenny
attitude* It differed from the bank one; there was now